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of those great theists of the eighteenth century: Rousseau, Voltaire,
Diderot, etc.
Algiers, 14
I became aware, around noon, that my gloominess this morning,
despite a night of excellent sleep and such as I had not known for
some time, came too> came especially, from the fact that I had not
shaved, that my collar was dirty, my suit out of press from the last two
nights when I had to go to bed dressed, my shoes not shined, etc. My
eyes, my mind, could not fix on anything without finding something to
scratch and make bleed. ... A ring from Montherlant came very ap-
propriately, like a cock's crow, to drive away the twilight phantoms. I
went back up to wash, shave, change linen, suit, and thoughts.
15
Those lines from Goethe's Prometheus (in the very intelligent but
a bit flabby and ineffectual study by Rene Berthelot) are truly as well
translated as possible. I know what I am saying when I write this, hav-
ing myself often tried to translate them and having given up because
of the excessive difficulties. It seems to me that no stroke of the scalpel,
to outline my inner likeness, went deeper (not even those of Nietzsche
later on) than did, when I first read them at the age of twenty, these
wonderful lines of Prometheus. Nothing I read of Goethe later on could
modify that first incision, but simply finish it off and I should rather
say; soften it.
Wisdom begins where the fear of God ends. There is not a single
progress of thought that did not at first seem revolutionary, impious.
16
Slept, since yesterday, an unbelievable number of hours. I.s it old
age, an accumulation of fatigue, or an unhealthy disposition? A real
orgy of forgetfulness to which I was invited by the cold and ugliness
of the weather, my utter lack of curiosity with regard to Algiers, and
a complete absence of all desires. (No other books at hand than the
dull and second-rate Oblomov by Goncharov.) Having gone out after
a prolonged siesta, I was driven back by the rain and again slept more
than an hour.
This morning I am packing and getting ready to move into the little
apartment that Montherlant is subletting me. I discover, a few doors
beyond, a well-stocked bookstore where I buy a Vauvenargues, Pride
and Prejudice, and an English dictionary (Chambers).
I do not believe that I am very hard to please in matters of comfort;
but there is a certain number of degrees below which my thought
coagulates and I cease to understand even what I am reading.